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Can his beautiful, blonde, long legged Californian bride do this to him? No fucking way. I've heard him with her, 
through the walls of the hotel room. They're not as sound proof as he'd like to believe. He grunts and growls, 


but he never does this. He never screams. 


Oh, she couldn't give him half the things | give him anyway. Not when I'm pounding him from behind, using his 
long strawberry blonde curls like a reign as he bites his knuckles to stifle his cries. | use my hold on him to 
yank his head back, and he fucking whines my name. Man, he loves it. He loves being my slut. 


He's on his knees, legs spread wide and the sheets lie in a tangled mass beneath us. His ass is in the air, pale 
cheeks with a pink tinge on display. | love that ass, it's delicious. The way his entrance blossoms for me like a 
rose bud, every time | press a fingertip against it. Its pink and and as needy as his plump lips are when he 
spreads them to suck me down his throat. 


But we're past that now; way past it. | feel his sweat soaked skin against my palms as my fingernails scathe 
the sides of his hips. They dig in, holding onto him. He's going to be my undoing, and | will be his. Fuck, | wish his 


dear Pam could see him now; begging for me to fuck him harder. What a surprise she'd land herself. 


And he's so tight, unlike anything I've ever been pulled into before. So tight itsamost painful, but it's 
indescribable pleasure all the same. His arms collapse beneath his weight, and he dives face first into the pillow. 


Groaning in pain as i tug at his hair again. 


His head snaps to the side, dazed and glazed over hazel eyes staring at m. They're black with lust, tears 
brimming along the lashes. | know he loves the pain, he loves to be fucked until he can't walk straight. If he 


bleeds, he doesn't even complain. 


| can see how bad he wants it, but I'm not gonna be nice. Not now. I'm too close, and the way his ass clenches 
around me drives me over the edge. With a gasp of his name on my lips, | double over and blow. As deep inside 


of him as my cock will go, | release myself. And he takes it, purrs like a pussycat. 


When my breathing has levelled out and my limbs stop shaking, | pull out of his body. He falls over onto the 
side, his aching dick still standing proudly at attention He smiles, almost bashfully, knowing what's next. Its his 
turn now. 


Leaning over him, a | run a callused finger u the length of his straining dick, and it's soaked in precum. He gets 
so wet, one might mistake him for a chick had he not been as well equipped as he is. He bites his bottom lip, 
eyes falling half way shut. That's a picture | love to see, his hair spread out around his head like a sunset halo. 


| stroke him slow, why the hell would | blow him? Why would | go fast? | like to see him suffer, fighting to 
reach orgasm. His legs are coil as bowsprings, the muscles wound tight enough to make his thighs quake from 
the effort. His fingers are pinching and rolling his stiff, pink nubs. He pinches them and whimpers. It's music to 


my ears. 


My hand is sticky, and against my palm | feel his dick pulse and swell. Oh, he's so close. His mouth is stretched 
into a wide o, his cheeks flushed bright pink | know that look, especially when his eyebrows knot and his nose 
scrunches up. He's right on the verge, his hands pulling at his nipples now. 


| take the opportunity to bite down on one inviting little rub; its practically begging to be munched on. He 
shouts my name, his body jolting hard beneath mine as warm, thick cum soils my hand. Slides between my 


fingers. 


| sit back to admire him in this post orgasmic state. His sweaty forehead. His trembling bottom lip. His shut 
eyes and the wetness spilling from them. The ragged breathing; which almost sounds like mewls. The tangled 
mass of red hair. His pale body twitching. Stains of fresh cum prickling his belly and disappearing in nearly 
copper red pubes. He's a work of art, magnificent and beautiful. 


| get to tame this beast of a man; get to make him mine. She might think she's got him wrapped around her 


little finger, but when push comes to shove, he knows who he belongs to. | make a show out of licking his 
essence lazily off my fingers, once his eyes flutter open. They go wide and watch me with an intense yearning. 


It makes me chuckle. 

Bending down to place a gentle kiss on hiss collarbone, | feel his heartbeat against my lips. Drumming away. | 
know she doesn't make his heart race the way | do. When | pick my head up, he offers me a satisfied sneer. 
His trademark smirk, and it makes butterflies explode in my belly. 


‘Love you, Junior, he murmurs affectionately. 


| reply with a gentle, chaste kiss on his lips, ‘Love you, too. 


